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appreciated the rounded rumps, like Spanish
chestnuts, of the straining horses; then he looked
into the slaughter-house, where Hodder the keeper
was skinning a deer slung by all four feet from a
rafter; then he met two gardeners pushing a hand-
cart laden with beetroot and potatoes; then he
looked into the pimping-shed, where old Tumour
was chopping faggots. Old Tumour, a frill of white
beard edging his face, looked up, grinned cheer-
fully, and touched his hat, then went on with his
chopping.

41 Well, how are you keeping, Tumour? Nice
weather, isn't it?"

"Nice enough, your Grace, but not seasonable,
not seasonable."

"Well, it's cold enough, Tumour; but I suppose
you expect snow at Christmas?"

"Ah, the climate isn't what it was, your Grace;
a Christmas without snow is onnatural."

"I daresay we'll get it before we're done, Tur-

nour."

"Maybe, your Grace, but still the climate
isn't what it was. Anyhow we're getting a touch
of frost to set the sprouts. I had a nice lot of
sprouts this year, your Grace, and it would have
been a pity to lose them for lack of a touch of
frost."

"So it would, Tumour, a great pity. And how's
the rheumatism?"

"Not onreasonably bad, your Grace, consider-
ing. But I'm getting on, and it tells."

"Seventy-eight is it, Tumour?"